THE FAMILY COUNCIL

Lulu hated staying away in the country, watering places and the sea-
side. In August, as in December,, he cared for nothing but the Boule-
vards', his club and night-clubs. For ten years he had been no further
than Saint-Germain-en-Laye, and then only for the day. He must
Clearly have been much concerned for Sylvaine's health!
wc"The change of air will do the girl good/3 he said.

&e hired an enormous yellow Hispano-Suiza for the journey. The
manie way he kept on saying to the chauffeur: "Don't drive so fast,
taste Idrive so fast! Madame is in an interesting condition. Take care

He Vd bumps."

He be^onth spent at Deauville was far from being what Sylvaine had
"Monday   Lulu forbade her to dance, bathe or walk in the sun.  She
decide on to remain long hours resting on the balcony of her hotel bed-
plan a new1-! ing the crowd on the front and the yachts racing across the
introduction. <o other distraction but unscrewing the silver-gilt stoppers
Petit Parisian^ ante and then screwing them on again.
lation list. If old M^l go mad!" she said.
by giving them all a tier to a shop and buy her a bag or a scarf, per-

He was once more dlways put everything right. Left alone, Sylvaine
eternity before him to id in her hands and said to herself: "I've got
businessmen and its Parhce theatre, money, a flat, a maid, jewels, and

"Oh, I've missed my voca

Minister!   And yet, I don't kn the Casino till three o'clock in the
stronger than they are,"               baccarat table, always drawing to a

He heard a sound of sobbing throning a considerable cheque at the
room. It interrupted the trend of his ti.

"Well, what is it? What's the mattei you," he would remark to
whose impatience made the silence of the stoe a lot of money! But no

But he immediately added: "Oh, of cours.
Adele; I' was busy working for you all."              * return.

iay dear child/' he

*ne saw its term

CHAPTER  FIVE

e, one

The Family Council

EVERY morning between nine and ten, if he had not drunk too much
the night before, Lulu Maublanc called at the Rue de Naples, his
bowler hat perched high on his head, his stick swinging.

Sylvaine Dual,, wearing a rose-satin wrap, her red hair in a tangle,
received him in bed, saying: "I've had the morning sickness again."'

"Excellent, excellent. I'm really delighted!" cried Lulu.
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